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of the monstrous accidents this child knows of
might happen now. That made an acute differ-
ence. This was not nightmare, nor ridiculous
romance, but actuality. And as I looked at this
mocking youngster, I saw he was like the men. of
that group on the Queen Mary who were similarly-
mocking, for my benefit, but a few weeks before,
their expert share in forwarding the work we had
given them in this new age ; and then where were
they ? Ships I knew, but not such ships as these,
nor such work.

Another officer joined us, an older man, and
said that this to him was strange navigation. He
was a merchant seaman. He had served his time
in sailing ships. I asked him to name some of
them, for I had the feeling that I could get back
to the time I knew if I could but hail the ghost,
with another survivor from the past, of one of
those forgotten ships. " Well," he replied,
" there was the Cutty Sark"

If he had said the Golden Hind I should not have
been more astonished. In a sense, it was the same
thing. The Cutty Sark was in the direct line with
the Elizabethan ships, but at the end. That era,
though it closed so recently, w#s already as far as